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NEW YEARS STEVE 


«So what's it to be this year?” 

I sidled up to Billy who was writing out his 
New Year’s Resolutions. He always took the task 
so seriously. After Christmas, he would get out 
the previous year’s list; those that he’d not 
managed to achieve and had therefore not been 
crossed off, he would transfer to his new sheet, 
provided they were still relevant. It was an annual 
ritual more important to him than sex. And just 
as secretive. 

He would never divulge what was on his lists, 
his failures or his successes. As if to reinforce the 


secret nature of his resolve, he wrote them out on 
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paper, never trusting them to the computer even 
with a password. That was due, in part, to his 
taunting my inquisitiveness. 

“А boy has to keep some things private, keep 
a little mystery in the relationship,” he said, as if 
to confirm my very thoughts. 

I couldn't control my eyebrow which arched 
automatically at his comment. Billy attempted to 
keep everything secret from me, usually failing 
abjectly, and usually causing me the utmost 
public humiliation. Okay, he had help from our 
countless friends and enemies who all wanted a 
piece of his succulent arse. I wondered whether 
his resolutions for the coming year had to do 
with strangers and friends coming inside it. 

“What?” he said as he watched my eyebrow 
rise to the heavens. “You just have to know 
everything, don’t you? It would kill you to let me 
have just a few secrets of my own. You manage to 
stumble across everything I ever get involved in. 
Just once, I would love to have a secret you don’t 
find out about.” 

This Billy was familiar. This was the one who 
had a guilty secret and was attempting to deflect 


BARRY LOWE 


attention. Billy was the world’s worst poker 
player. 

“What’s up?” I asked as nicely as I could 
muster. 

“Why would anything be up?” 

“Okay, if you don’t want to talk about it.” I 
turned to walk away. 

I could almost hear the synapses in his brain 
sizzling, attempting to work out just how much to 
tell me. In the end, he just blurted it all out. “I can't 
come to the New Year's Eve party with you, I have 
a job. Really good money. And we need it if we're 
ever going to take up Uncle Ram's tickets to Italy.” 
His confession was followed by a relieved sigh. 

“Is that all?” I smiled; knowing there had to be 
more. 

“I know how much New Year's Eve means to 
you,” he put his arms around me and nuzzled 
my nose. If he believed that he really didn't 
know me at all well. The welcoming of the New 
Year meant nothing; I would have been equally 
as happy staying at home to watch television 
coverage of the event from around the world. “I 
didn't want to disappoint you. I wanted to tell 
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you but I was afraid youd make me turn it 
down.” 

“Did I make you turn down the pizza delivery 
job, even after I found out what it involved?" 

Billy turned a shade of red that looked good 
with his complexion. 

“Does this job entail that sort of... um... 
activity?” I asked warily. 

I watched him closely. Га be able to read the 
lies on his face. “Hell, no! That sort of behaviour 
is behind me. You know why I did it. For you.” 

Billy was adept at justifying his behaviour on 
the grounds that it helped me. It was wearing 
thin. I couldn’t see any evasion in his face. It had 
to be legit. I could relax. 

“What’s the job?” Being the supportive lover 
was the way to go. 

“Nothing special. Just being a waiter for an 
all-night New Year’s Eve party in some rich guy’s 
apartment on the harbour.” 

“Do you know him?” 

“Nah. I got the job through a company that 
supplies casual waiting staff. Seems I was 


recommended from one of my previous jobs and 
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they were desperate.” I was about to object but 
Billy went on. “That worked to my advantage. 
Nobody wants to work on the biggest party night 
of the year so they were having trouble finding 
someone. When I hesitated, the woman from the 
agency quoted a price that literally took my 
breath away. She must have mistaken that for 
reluctance because then she doubled it. I was still 
speechless and she added another two grand to 
the total. She told me that was her final offer. 
When I found my voice, I accepted it.” 

I was suspicious. “How much?” 

“Twelve thousand dollars.” Billy could 
scarcely contain his glee. 

“Who do you have to kill for that sort of 
money?” I was only half joking. 

“It’s legit. I checked. She gave me the phone 
number of one of the other waiters. I sort of know 
him to nod to so I gave him a call. He ummed and 
ahed a bit, wanted to know how much I was 
getting. I lied and told him eight grand. He told 
me that he was getting the same but I could tell 
he was lying too, he was getting more. In the end 
he confirmed that it was all legit. The guy is 
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wealthy beyond our wildest dreams and what he's 
paying the wait staff is petty change to him.” 

Points to Billy for checking. Now it was my 
turn. I rang the agency, Hors d’Oeuvres, during 
business hours the next day to ask for prices and 
availability. Their charges were reasonable if on the 
expensive side, they obviously catered to the top 
end of the market, but they became astronomical 
during major holiday periods. ‘No one likes to work 
those days,’ the manager, Brian Noirish, revealed. 
He admitted that for New Year’s Eve, their 
permanent staff were totally booked and he’d had 
to bring in outside help at considerably inflated 
premiums. Sometimes, he told me in rather 
shocked tones, he had to work himself if absolutely 
no one else was available. He had gay and lesbian 
friendly staff for those special occasions although, 
when I pressed him for how special the staff would 
play I got his back up and when I pushed a little 
further about their ‘availability’ he said rather 
tersely down the line, If you require that sort of 
service, sir, I suggest you consult the back pages 
of your local gay newspaper under escorts’, and 
hung up. Points to Hors d'Oeuvres. 
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Billy was even more appreciative as I became 
positively keen on the job and began making 
tentative plans for our European excursion in the 
northern summer. It did leave me at a rather 
loose end for New Year's Eve, however. It was one 
thing staying at home with Billy; it was quite 
another staying home alone. We'd received a large 
number of invitations to parties but I realised a 
lot of those were contingent on Billy's attendance 
in the hope he would indulge in modest amounts 
of alcohol or party drugs, even small doses were 
apt to release his pent up libido, so it wouldn't 
hurt to ring around. 

My ears were almost bleeding from the 
rejected suggestion that I attend alone. Some of 
them said straight out the invitation had been for 
Billy, others prevaricated by saying the party was 
for couples only, a few asked if Billy could, 
perhaps, turn up after work, a minority asked 
expectantly whether we'd split up, while an all- 
too-small minority welcomed the suggestion I 
come alone. Yes, I made a list of the bastards. 

In the end the choice was taken out of my 
hands. I got a phone call from a former boyfriend 
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to say he and his would be in town on New Year's 
Eve and for me and mine to pop in for a drink. 
They were being put up in a luxury hotel owned 
by the company he worked for so he had the 
penthouse suite with an uninterrupted view of 
the fireworks. 

Billy was far from impressed with my choice 
of New Years companion as he detested Bith, 
short for Bithell, the sort of pretentious name 
you give to the scion of an old money family. I 
had split up with him because I couldn't stand 
his family, they hated me with an equal 
vengeance, and I grew to detest the patronising 
way Bith treated people of a lower social 
standing than himself — that included me. He 
oozed privilege and expected to be treated with 
the utmost deference, even by his lovers. He 
could not believe that I would give up untold 
wealth and a life in the lap of luxury. Id only 
stayed with him because he was good sex but 
even that became perfunctory toward the end, as 
if he were doing me a favour by consenting to 
fuck me or, even more so, when he 'allowed me 
to fuck him. 
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When Billy and I hooked up a few months 
later, Bith was still smarting over the rejection 
doing everything to split us up, right down to 
attempting to steal Billy right out from under me. 
They'd both detested each other since. But it was 
a brighter, happier Bith that rang to say all had 
been forgiven, how like him, and that he was 
insanely happy and wanted us both to meet the 
new love of his life, Ethan. Billy was not unhappy 
to miss the momentous event but told me he 
wanted a full report on how bloated and fat Bith 
had become and how ugly his new boyfriend was. 
Nothing bitter about Billy. 

They were going on to a party after the 
fireworks to which they invited me but I begged 
off although, depending on how the evening went, 
I might change my mind. 

On New Year's Eve itself, Billy was a flurry of 
activity getting his immaculately cleaned and 
pressed shirt and trousers to hug his svelte frame. 
He was mouth watering, the material stretched 
tight across his butt, and revealingly across his 
crotch. The shirt hugged his pecs like it was 
making love to his chest. The little black bow tie 
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was a nice touch to one hot looking dude. His 
spiky blond hair gelled in place like plaster. He 
shucked on his black coat, pecked me on the lips, 
меа had our big new year's smooch before he'd got 
dressed, and rushed out to the cab he had waiting. 

“See you in the morning for our belated 
party,” he shouted as he headed for the lift. 

Later, I made my way over to Bith’s hotel, 
feeling totally intimidated in the foyer, so tongue- 
tied by the affluence I could scarcely bring myself 
to speak above a whisper to the receptionist when 
asking to be announced to Bith. He had to ask 
twice for me to speak up. 

“Нез expecting you, sir. The private 
penthouse elevator is the one on the right just 
around the corner here. Just enter and press his 
apartment number, he will key you up.” 

The lift was more opulent than my entire 
apartment, more chrome, more velvet, more 
everything. Put in a bathroom and Id happily live 
in it. I was still admiring the decor, since when do 
elevators have decor, when I reached the 
spacious foyer of the thirty-third floor penthouse. 
It was the sort of place where you expected an 
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impeccably groomed butler once you'd rung the 
bell. Instead I got a shouted ‘Come’ from inside. 

I pushed open the door to be greeted by a 
dishevelled and scarcely dressed Bith, buttoning 
his shirt over a somewhat corpulent frame. Billy 
always maintained the wealthy got fat because 
they never had to look their best for anyone; their 
money did that for them. 

“Oh, I’m early,” I said, startled as much by 
Bith’s weight gain as I was by his lack of 
preparedness. 

He swept over to me, engulfed me in his arms 
giving me an up close and personal feel of his 
body, something I could have done without. “You 
haven't changed a bit, Steve,” he said kindly. “In 
fact, I think you’re better looking than ever. And 
that body.” 

“And you're still the same old Bith,” I smiled. 
I was lying, of course. I couldn’t bring myself to 
say he hadn’t changed when obviously he had. 

“Ever the flatterer,” he said. “I’ve put on a little 
weight since we last met. It’s the contentment, I 
think. Puts weight on a man.” He patted his ‘little 
weight’ gain like it was a favourite pet. 
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I hadn't seen him in almost eight years and 
he’d really stacked it on in that time. He was no 
longer the hot stud whose name Га screamed out 
as he ploughed me. 

“Should I go and wait in the bar until you're 
ready?” 

“Good lord, man. Of course not. Мете old 
friends. We're just running a little late because, 
well, Eth and I got a little carried away and, 
well, one thing led to another and we lost track 
of the time. You know how it is when you're in 
love.” 

Ah. It was all a set up, to show me how happy 
he was in his new relationship. Call me cynical, I 
knew I was right when the door to the bedroom 
opened and a hot young stallion with only a towel 
wrapped around his waist to cover his modesty 
wandered into the living room ostensibly to ask 
Bith a question. 

“Come and meet Steve. Steve, this is the love 
of my life, Ethan. Steven was the love of my life 
before you.” 

Ethan shook my hand. He had a strong grip 


and an even stronger effect on my cock. He was 
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gorgeous! Hollywood leading man gorgeous, 
Men's Health magazine muscle ripped, Colgate 
dazzling, and, if the bulge in the front of the towel 
was anything to go by, he was porn star hung. I 
hoped Billy was having as much fun as I was 
ogling this stunner. 

The fake question that had supposedly 
brought Ethan into the room was quickly forgotten 
as Bith ran his hand across his boyfriend's chest 
and abs and made him pose so his impressive 
biceps strained in all their glory. Bith knew I was 
a sucker for men muscles. He swatted him on the 
butt, ordering him to go get dressed, the show for 
my benefit over, although as he walked toward the 
bedroom door the towel managed to slip off his 
waist to reveal a succulent arse. 

“Very impressive,” I said once we were alone. 

Bith pretended ennui. “He makes me happy. 
Exquisitely happy. What more can we ask of life?” 

Less pretentious bullshit, I thought, but 
actually said, “Indeed, what more would you want 
with someone like Ethan by your side.” 

“How right you are,” Bith said from the bar. 
“Your usual?” 


NEW YEARS STEVE 


I would hate him to think I hadn't changed so, 
on the spur of the moment, I said, *A vodka and 
bitter lemon please.” 

“Му, you've changed in some respects. I like it.” 
He handed me my drink. “Апа how’s,” he hesitated 
as if he had to think of the name, “Billy, isn’t it?” 

It was going to be a night of games and one- 
upmanship. 

“He’s fine. Sends his love, but he has to work 
tonight,” I said cheerily. 

“I would never allow Eth to work on such an 
important occasion as New Year.” 

“New Year means nothing to us. Besides, Billy 
is getting penalty rates for the night, almost 
enough for us to book that trip to Europe we’ve 
been talking about.” 

“Is that the same trip you were talking about 
five or six years ago? No, it couldn't be. Eth, 
honey,” he called. “How many times is it now 
we ve been to Paris since we met?” 

“Five,” Eth called from the bedroom. “We go 
every year.” 

I wasn’t going to play the game so I just said, 
“We haven’t had the money, what with the global 
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recession, and me being out of work for a while, 
so it will be our first.” 

Bith clasped my arm. *Oh, how sad at your 
age never to have travelled. How do you manage? 
Life must be awfully dull.” 

“You could never call life with Billy dull.” 

That was the opening he was waiting for. “Yes, 
we ve heard rumours. You poor, poor man. What 
he must put you through. Frankly, I'm surprised 
you're still with him after what I’ve heard about 
his behaviour.” 

“I wouldn’t believe everything you hear.” 

“You don’t have to pretend with me, Steven. 
We're old friends. You can tell me anything.” 

“I don’t know what you want me to tell you, 
Bith.” I was keeping my temper under control. 

Bith shook his head. “The truth, Steven. Just 
the truth. It will go no further.” 

“The truth is we’re extremely happy, but our 
friends and enemies aren’t. They like to spread 
sordid stories about us. There’s nothing much we 
can do about it.” 

“You know the old saying, ‘Where there’s 
smoke there’s fire.’ You may think everything is 
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rosy, but who knows what's going on behind your 
back? He probably has secrets so bad he's never 
told you about them because you would throw 
him into the streets.” 

“I trust Billy. He tells me everything.” 

“Like where is he tonight?” 

“He’s doing an all-night party,” I said. 

“Are you sure?” 

“It would be pretty hard to fake the amount of 
money he’s being paid,” I said with a superior smirk. 

“If it’s as good as you say it is, what does he 
have to do to earn it? Hmm?” 

I was getting tired of this and thought about 
throwing the drink in his face and storming out, 
but Ethan interrupted our little tense moment. 
He had changed into expensive casual wear 
which hugged his body as closely as Billy’s 
hugged his. Bith was a lucky guy. 

“I saw shots of Billy when he modelled for that 
T-shirt promotion. He’s hot,” Ethan said, sipping 
a cocktail. 

“What was the promotion again, something 
like Slut wear, wasn’t it?” Bith’s sarcasm uglied 
his face. 
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“Опе hundred per cent Pure Slut it was 
called,” I said proudly. “Маде the company a 
fortune.” 

“Gave Billy a rotten reputation, I know that,” 
Bith said. “You deserve better.” 

“Why don’t you go and finish getting ready, 
darling,” Ethan said. “Ill keep our guest 
company.” 

Bith grunted and headed off to fix his shirt 
and tie and put on his shoes. 

“Sorry about that,” Ethan said. “He loves 
needling people.” 

“His least endearing feature,” I said. 

“One of,” Ethan laughed. 

We wandered out on to the huge balcony that 
came with a view down the harbour to the bridge 
above and around which the famed fireworks 
would light up the night sky culminating in a 
waterfall of colour and light cascading from the 
bridge roadway into the murky waters below. This 
was the perfect vantage point. We could hear the 
sounds of people enjoying themselves in the 
foreshore park adjacent to the hotel but none of 
them would be allowed entrance to the prime 
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views in front of me. It took wealth for that, but I 
suspected the people crammed into the park were 
having more fun than us, thirty-three storeys 
above them. 

There were two telescopes positioned on the 
balcony. They had clear sightlines to the bridge 
but I suspected they were mainly used to track 
the behaviour of the occupants of the 
neighbouring high-rise apartment buildings. One 
was positioned toward a nearby penthouse 
apartment, a floor or two lower although so close 
you felt you could reach out and touch its railing, 
with an outdoor pool on its large sun deck. They 
had an even better view of the harbour although 
the partygoers seemed more occupied with a 
late-night swim on such a balmy night and 
guzzling drinks in preparation for the New Year. 

No one would be getting any sleep tonight. 

Га deliberately arranged to meet Bith as late 
as possible so that if things did not work out, and 
they weren’t, I could quickly slip away once we’d 
rung in the New Year. When he came out of the 
bedroom, he was dressed almost identically to 
Ethan who pursed his lips in irritation. “Just this 
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once could we not go out dressed like 
Tweedledum and Tweedledee?” he said with an 
edge to his voice. 

Bith shot him a warning look which I caught 
but pretended not to see. “I thought you liked us 
to go out as a couple.” He sounded whiny. 

“А couple yes, not as book ends.” 

“Fine, ГЇЇ go change.” He started to flounce off 
when Ethan sighed. 

“It’s all right. Don’t worry about it. I guess it’s 
the humidity. I need another drink.” Ethan went to 
the bar and I saw him pour a rather large portion 
of liquor to a very small portion of ice and mixer. 

“Some view, eh?” Bith said, more relaxed now 
although somewhat florid in the face from his 
alcohol consumption. He obviously intended 
getting plastered. 

“A view like this would set you back a pretty 
penny,” I said leaning against the balustrade, 
looking toward the city. 

“No, the view from this side.” Bith guided my 
view to the raucous partying in the building 
opposite. “The things they get up to at night 
beggars belief.” 


NEW YEARS STEVE 


He seemed pleased that it did. 

“The middle-aged couple who live there 
certainly have a fine eye for hot young men. And 
lots of them. We were told their New Year’s Eve 
parties are something else. As many fireworks 
over there as there are on the harbour.” Bith was 
watching the activity through the telescope. 

“Come and take a look,” he encouraged. “I 
remember you used to like watching.” 

I hadn’t realised I was that obvious with Bith. 
My fetish was obviously showing. No point in 
being shy about it. Ethan and I wandered over 
and I bent slightly to peer through the device. 
“Can’t they see us?” 

“No, there’s a shadow falls over the balcony 
and if the lights in the living area are off, we’re in 
darkness. Besides, I doubt they care, you can see 
almost as well with the naked eye.” 

What I hadn’t seen with the naked eye before 
was that shock of spiky blond hair carrying trays 
of drinks amongst the revellers. 

“The waiter’s mighty cute,” Bith said. “Need to 
see a bit more of his body though.” 

“Let me see.” Ethan pushed him aside. “Very 
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cute from the back. Nice arse.” He turned to look 
at me. “Isn’t that..?” 

I nodded. 

“What? What am I missing here?” Bith feigned 
surprise. He took a look through the telescope 
again. “Oh my god! Isn't that your Billy?” He had 
a look of triumph on his face. 

“Yes. I didn't know his waiting job was right 
next door.” 

“Job? You really are naive, Steven. But then 
you always were. Thats no waiting job.” Bith 
laughed in my face. 

“What is it then?” 

“You really don’t know. Your little Billy who 
keeps no secrets from you didn’t tell you?” 

“Bith,” Ethan warned. 

“I saw the caterer’s van this afternoon. Billy is 
doing the job for Hors d’Oeuvres, am I right?” 

“Yes,” I answered, fearing the revelation to 
come. 

“Everyone in the trade knows them as Whores 
d’Oeuvres. W.H.O.R.E.S. Thats what their 
waiters are.” 

“Billy doesn’t know. I’ve got to warn him.” I got 
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my mobile phone out and punched in Billy's 
number only to be diverted to his voicemail. I left 
a message for him to ring me and hung up. 

“You really didn’t know? Oh, poor love. Billy 
is their party entertainment.” 

I looked over to the apartment again. Sure, a 
few drunken guys were attempting to grope him 
but he pushed their hands aside easily. There 
was no sign of any group sexual activity although 
some of the guests were quietly consummating 
friendships in the darker corners. 

“It all looks pretty tame at the moment.” I was 
trying to put the best face on it. 

“He’s quite a stunner,” Ethan said. “I can see 
why he would be popular.” 

Just then there was a shout of Ten! And the 
countdown was on. I joined in feebly all the while 
casting my eyes back to the adjacent penthouse 
patio. Billy was quaffing a glass of champagne 
while joining in the fun of the occasion, obviously 
oblivious to what was to come. Provided what Bith 
said was true. He seemed to know a lot about it. 

As the countdown reached its conclusion, 
there were horns and whistles and shouts of 
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‘Happy New Year’ as well as tinny radio versions 
of ‘Auld Lang Syne.’ Bith kissed Ethan with a 
passion that seemed to surprise him. I watched a 
number of the partygoers kiss Billy with the sort 
of drunken familiarity that goes with these 
parties but that was as far as it went. Then 
everything was drowned out by the first loud 
explosion heralding the fireworks display. Just 
about everyone stopped to watch them although 
I noticed Billy scurrying about getting drink 
orders. The second waiter was nowhere to be 
seen. He’d chickened out or was a ring in to calm 
Billy’s fears. 

It was the longest twenty minutes of my life as 
I was eager to leave and try my luck at gaining 
entrance to the party opposite, to drag Billy 
home. Га give him the benefit of the doubt 
because his behaviour hadn’t given me the 
slightest inkling of impropriety. Maybe I was 
over-reacting. Perhaps Bith was attempting to 
destabilise my relationship again. 

I glimpsed Billy arguing with an older 
partygoer, obviously one of the two middle-aged 
men who had hired him, shouting and 
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gesticulating wildly, encompassing all the men at 
the party. He shook his head a number of times. 
Each time the older gent seemed to be pleading. I 
wished I could lip read. After shaking his head 
vehemently again Billy turned to walk away but 
the gent grabbed his arm and held him. He 
reached into his pocket to retrieve his wallet then 
opened it for Billy to see. Billy paused. He looked 
at the older gent and then pointed to the other 
older man at the party who was currently watching 
the fireworks. He took some bills from the wallet 
and pocketed them. The older man pointed to the 
others at the party and Billy shook his head. 

The older man grabbed Billy’s arm and 
dragged him into one of the other rooms so I 
could not see what was happening any longer. I 
had been so preoccupied I hadn’t noticed the 
fireworks were over. Ethan turned to me, “Nice 
meeting you. I can put a personality to the name 
now.” He went out to the lift with a bottle of 
alcohol wrapped in a paper bag for the party to 
which they were headed. 

Bith was close on his heels. “See yourself 
out, mate. Pity about Billy. I guess all good 
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things must come to an end. Pity it had to end 
so publicly like this.” I heard him chuckle as he 
turned his back. “1 leave you to stew over it. 
Just let yourself out when you’re finished. Nice 
catching up. ГИ look you up next time we're in 
town. Maybe by then you will have found a 
boyfriend who doesn’t Keep secrets from you. 
Who isnt a liar when it comes to 
relationships.” He closed the door and was 
gone. 

Га forgotten to ask him if he knew the number 
of the penthouse opposite. I didn’t intend to wake 
the entire building in an effort to track down Billy. 
There was no concierge so it would be impossible 
to penetrate without the correct apartment 
number. I went to see if Bith was still at the lift 
but the door would not open. I tried again. I 
banged my fist but there was silence from the 
foyer. They’d obviously gone. 

Something in the apartment building opposite 
caught my attention. The first older man emerged 
and sought out his partner who walked back into 
what I could only assume was the bedroom where 
Billy must have been waiting for him. 


25 


NEW YEARS STEVE 


It must have been no more than ten minutes 
later when two new guests were ushered into the 
apartment, one of them glancing toward my 
telescope and waving. I felt sick. Bith and Ethan 
had gone over to the party where Billy was. We'd 
both been set up. 

My mobile phone rang. It was Bith. 

“Hi Steve. By now you will no doubt have 
discovered that you are locked in the 
apartment. Even if you did manage to escape 
into the foyer it will do you no good as the lift is 
on security in the basement, and the fire stairs 
are wired through to security. I’ve warned the 
front desk to be extra vigilant because we’d had 
strangers attempting to access our floor during 
our stay. You will be arrested if you are caught 
and I’m sure I can find a few items missing from 
the room, obviously stolen by your good self in 
revenge. If you sit tight and behave yourself we 
will return in good time and let you out. We 
might even bring Billy back with us if everyone 
here has finished with him. Oh, he might be a 
bit sore but, hell, he’s a slut and probably used 
to it by now. Oh, and don’t bother with the 
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police, unless you want Billy to end up in jail for 
prostitution.” 

“You mongrel, Bith. What have I ever done to 
you?” 

“You split up with me, Steven. No one ever 
splits up with me.” 

“What about Billy? He's never done you any 
harm.” 

“Oh, that’s for the fun of it. You think he 
despises me, so that will make it so much more 
exciting. My friends Griff and Tony organised the 
whole thing. Aren’t they divine?” 

“TI get you for this, Bith.” 

“Don’t go making threats because I’m 
recording this conversation.” 

“Bastard!” 

“Why don’t you sit back and enjoy the show? 
There’s nothing much else to do. Grab yourself a 
drink and some nibbles. Drag a chair out to the 
balcony, focus the telescope and watch us all 
plough Billy’s hot arse. Oh, I’m not one for silent 
movies; I always find sound so much more 
exciting so I’m going to leave my phone on, that 
way you can hear every grunt, groan and cry of 
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pain from your slut boyfriend while we fuck the 
shit out of him. Enjoy.” 

I was shaking so badly I went to make myself 
a stiff drink to calm down, also raiding the fridge 
for a little food so as not to get too intoxicated. I 
did pull up a comfortable chair, making sure to 
keep it in the darkness. I didn't want Bith to see 
me perving on the action. I put the mobile on 
speaker phone so I didn't have to hold it to my ear. 

Bith waved and walked out on to the balcony. 
A few minutes later Billy emerged from the 
bedroom after, I had to assume, sex with Griff 
and Tony, back in his waiter costume once again 
although it looked less pristine than when he first 
arrived. He was in the kitchen, where I had a 
perfect view, pouring drinks. He looked 
disgruntled. He was about to look even more so 
because Bith was creeping up behind him. I could 
not see Ethan anywhere. 

Billy tensed as the hands went around his 
waist and I could see he was about to hurl some 
pretty graphic abuse. I was in for a shock, a very 
unpleasant shock. I could hear the conversation 
as Bith had the phone in his breast pocket. 
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“Bith!” Billy greeted him with delight, flinging 
his arms around him, kissing him full on the lips. 
Bith looked toward the balcony where I was 
sitting, fuming. Some of what he’d said cryptically 
earlier in the evening was now beginning to make 
sense. 

“How long have you been in town?” Billy 
asked excitedly. “Why didn’t you call?” 

“Only got in yesterday and I knew you’d be 
here.” 

“How long are you in town?” 

“A couple of days.” 

“Great. Listen, I have to mingle and serve 
drinks. I’m working, fuck the luck.” 

“As of now, Griff and Tony have given their 
permission that youre all mine for the next half 
hour. The guests can get their own drinks.” Bith was 
unbuttoning Billy’s shirt in full view of the window. 
“I really missed this beautiful body of yours, Billy. I 
keep forgetting what a stunner you are.” 

“Mmmmm, I like that, Bith. Pinch them. Make 
them hurt.” 

Bith pinched the nipples much harder than I 
ever had, screwing them around violently. Billy 
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sucked his breath in pain but did nothing to stop 
the agony. Bith tongued the reddened tips, licking 
before sucking each one into his mouth, biting 
hard. Billy groaned. Bith repeated the action. 
Billy unbuckled his belt and unzipped, his 
trousers fell to the floor, his underwear following 
shortly. He kicked them away. 

While he tortured Billy's tits, Bith pushed him 
back against the kitchen table, shoving his hand 
between his legs. He must have pushed his 
fingers into Billy's arsehole. *Did Griff and Tony 
fuck you good, Billy? Did they fuck your cute little 
arse and make you yell like I do?” 

“No one makes me yell like you do, Bith,” Billy 
said opening his legs to give him better access. 

“Did you like their cocks inside you?” 

“You know I always like cock in my arse.” 

Bith began to remove his own pants. “Your 
arse is the best, Billy. I told you that night I 
fucked you while Steve was out. Remember that? 
I made you scream so loud I thought someone 
would call the cops. You were begging for my cock 
in your slimy hole. Steve had just gone to work 
and you left the door open for me, remember? I let 
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myself in and you were lying on the coffee table, 
your arse spread open waiting, dripping lube you 
wanted me inside you so bad. I fucked you for 
three solid hours, Billy. You said no one had ever 
done that before and given you so many orgasms 
without even touching yourself. You were covered 
in spunk. I filled your fuckhole three times, like I 
did all those other times you left the door open, 
like I’m gonna do tonight, Billy.” 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Billy 
had been fucking Bith, my evil ex-boyfriend who 
he professed to loathe, on a regular basis. Not for 
cash, not for revenge, but for the pleasure of it. 
And even while I listened to Billy's confession, I 
knew it was going to continue whether I liked it or 
not. 

Billy spread his butt cheeks apart to give Bith 
access and he slid right in lubricated by Griff and 
Tony’s spunk. “Mmmm, so sloppy, Billy. They 
opened you up nice.” Bith took his time, fucking 
in a circular motion, slowly. It must have been 
plumbing the depths because I knew that look on 
Billy’s face; he only got it when cock was 
embedded deep inside him, pleasuring his guts. 
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“Fuck, Billy, your butthole is hotter than it 
ever was. What’s say we skip the party and you 
and me go back to my hotel room for a real fuck 
session?” 

Billy moaned like a bitch in heat. “I really 
want to, Bith, but I can’t. If I don’t stay here and 
finish the job I don’t get paid.” 

“Fuck the job. ГЇЇ pay you.” 

“It’s too much money. Besides, I’d hate for you 
to pay me for something I want to do with you for 
free.” 

“Good boy.” 

Even though I was sickened by what I was 
hearing, my cock was leaking in excitement. I 
stripped off my clothes and sat naked, Га already 
ensured all the lights were off. I stroked my cock 
slowly, it was going to be a long night and I 
wanted to pace myself. 

“Need some help with that?” 

The voice came from behind me. 

“Help yourself,” I said, taking my hand off my 
shaft. 

I heard the rustle of clothes falling to the floor. 


He came and kneeled in front of me. 
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“Why’d you come back?” 

“I thought it was a lousy thing to do. I didn’t 
like the idea you were trapped and couldn’t get 
away.” 

“Youll miss out on fucking Billy.” 

“Nah, it will take hours for them all to go 
through him. ГЇЇ] be back in plenty of time to join 
the queue. He doesn’t know yet, does he?” 

“I don’t think so,” I replied. 

“Do you mind?” 

“What?” I asked. “That the whole party will 
fuck my lover? Or that you'll join in?” 

“Both, I suppose.” 

“Billy can take care of himself,” I said. 

He laughed softly. “You didn’t answer the 
question.” 

“Does it look like I mind?” 

“It looks like you enjoy watching Billy get 
fucked.” 

“Mmmm, I do. Though not particularly by fat 
ex-boyfriends whom, I discover, have been 
fucking him for years behind my back.” 

“I suspected as much.” Ethan stood to watch 
the action through the telescope. “So that’s what 
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Bith looks like when he's fucking me. Not a pretty 
picture.” 

“On the table on your back, fuck slut,” Bith 
ordered. 

“Yes, sir!” Billy snapped into action and was 
on the table with his arse exposed in record time. 

“Very fuckable,” Ethan murmured. 

I reached forward and stroked his bubble 
butt. “He’s not the only one.” 

Ethan turned and smiled. “I hoped you’d 
notice. Let me get a drink and prepare myself. П 
be right back.’ 

He disappeared into the darkness while I 
watched Bith penetrate Billy again. 

“I love the look on your face, Billy, when you 
take my cock. No one else but you has that look 
of sheer fucking pleasure.” 

“That’s because nobody else loves cock as 
much as I do.” 

“Who writes their dialogue?” Ethan called 
from the bar. “It’s atrocious.” 

“Especially your cock,” Billy added. 

“You could have this cock all the time and not 
just when I get away from Ethan,” Bith added. 
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“This I’ve got to hear,” Ethan said, coming out 
on the balcony and sitting in the deck chair 
beside me. 

Billy’s curiosity surprised me. “How?” 

“Move in with me.” 

“You’ve got a boyfriend. I’ve got a boyfriend.” 

“Im over Ethan,” Bith said. 

“Not as much as I’m over you, honey,” Ethan 
smiled. 

“TIl pay him off. You could move in tomorrow 
if you want.” 

“You’d get sick of me...” 

“No--” 

“Yes, you would,” Billy insisted. “Everyone 
does. Except Steve. He takes me as I am, doesn’t 
try to turn me into something I’m not. I love your 
secret visits, Bith. Lying on the coffee table with 
my arse exposed waiting for you to push open the 
apartment door, strip in the hallway and then 
discover me panting and naked. I can’t get that 
thrill from Steve. He knows that, he lets me play 
around, though he doesn’t know about us.” 

“He does now, mate,” Ethan said to the night. 

“It would gut him if he knew about you and me.” 
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Bith chortled. 

“Bastard!” I muttered as I took another 
mouthful of Scotch. 

“I think the word you're looking for is cunt,” 
Ethan said. “No offence to feminists among us.” 

“What if I tell him?” Bith was playing for high 
stakes here. 

<Then it will be over between us.” 

“Hell throw you out, and then you can move 
in with me.” 

“Nah,” Billy said. “He’ll be really super pissed 
off at me. He’ll fuck me into the ground in order 
to hurt me for what I’ve done and ГЇ get the best 
sex with Steve ever. Then it will all calm down and 
ГІ find someone else to replace you.” 

Ethan looked at me and I nodded my head 
that he was correct. 

He whistled his appreciation. “You are some 
piece of work, Steve.” 

“I have a piece you can go to work on here any 
time you’re ready,” I said, waving my prick about. 

He slid to his knees and had my cock in his 
mouth. He took it as slowly as Bith was fucking 


Billy, not wanting to miss a word. 
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“I don’t take too kindly to rejection, Billy,” 
Bith said, his temper getting the better of him. 
“Why do you think I fucked you in the first place? 
It was to get back at Steve for dumping me. I was 
gonna tell him I fucked his sweetheart. Fuck it up 
good for both of you.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Billy said. “I’m a slut, I’m not 
a fuckwit.” 

Ethan laughed even while he had his mouth 
around my cock. 

I smiled. “Good one, Billy.” 

“But your arse is something else. It’s 
addictive,” Bith continued. 

“So Гуе been told.” Billy sounded bored 
which meant this could only take a turn for the 
worse. 

“Move in with me. I won’t take no for an 
answer.” 

“Look, Bith. I’ve tried it with others. It doesn’t 
work. Only Steve has the secret. Sure, he gets 
bored, gets boring, sometimes, but he knows how 
to play me. It’s always interesting with Steve. 
Neither of us knows what will happen next but 
we're both up for it. Pain or pleasure.” 


37 


NEW YEARS STEVE 


Bith turned nasty. “If you turn down this 
offer, Billy, І can guarantee you the pain. You'll 
never get another offer like it. This apartment 
could be yours, Billy. I own it. All you have to do 
is move in here and have your arsehole ready 
every time I want it. ГЇЇ sign it over to you lock, 
stock and barrel. You'll have everything you need. 
Just leave that loser boyfriend of yours. ГЇЇ look 
after you. Money problems over. You'll see Paris 
every year. Latest fashions, all yours for the 
asking. I might even let one of those dirty French 
boys stick his cock in your arsehole, Billy. You 
like that idea? Yeah, I see you do. Turn me down, 
Billy, and the whole party will fuck you. Your 
mouth and your arsehole. No one can save you 
except me.” 

Their fucking had slowed to a crawl by this 
time. Bith pulled out and sat at the table. Billy 
lowered his legs and sat up. 

“So, Bith, you're giving me a choice? Move in 
with you and live in the lap of luxury even though 
you would get bored with me in a matter of weeks 
and Id be bored shitless with you in a matter of 
days. Or, correct me if I’m wrong, have all the 
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men at the party use me аз а cum dump over the 
next six or seven hours. Hmmm.” Billy was in full 
sarcastic mode. “Decisions, decisions.” 

Ethan had stopped sucking my cock awaiting 
the outcome. 

Billy hopped off the table and bent down to 
retrieve his clothes. “You know, I think PII go for 
Box B. It sounds like a lot less whiny and self 
indulgent and much more my style. How many 
would you say there are? Fifteen? Sixteen? They 
won't all want to fuck me, them Ill blow. Some 
won't want me at all. Моге the pity. Oh, and 
forget dropping by for a freebie when Steve’s at 
work. It’s over. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have to 
get back to work.” 

Grabbing Billy by the hair, Bith roared like a 
bull, dragging him back into the kitchen, banging 
him against the table so that his arse was 
vulnerable. He slammed his cock in roughly, 
fucking like a madman, trying to squirt some 
sense into Billy. 

“You cunt,” Bith swore. “No one, but no one, 
rejects me. He pulled Billy’s hair just enough that 
he could spit in his face. “By the time we’ve 
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finished with you your arse will be mincemeat. 
Even Steve won't want to go slops.” 

Bith was fucking him so hard it was pushing 
the table against the wall, making enough noise 
that Griff, or was it Tony, came to investigate. 

“Не turned me down, Griff. Can you fuckin” 
believe it?” Bith was on the verge of tears by the 
sound of it though I suspected they were tears of 
frustration. “Т offered him the world and he 
fuckin’ turned me down. Well, ГЇЇ show him what 
we do to guys who don’t respect their betters.” 

There was no way Bith could hold off for long 
at the pace he was going and, while Griff 
watched Billy’s humiliation, he banged hard 
enough to screw Billy into the wall, making a 
loud deep growl like a wild animal as he pumped 
his cum into his prey. “Take it you fuckin’ lousy 
slut-cunt. Take my spunk in your slut hole. Fuck 
yeah.” 

“That was so fuckin’ hot,” Ethan said, 
kneeling in front of me. “I think it only fair that 
you get to do with his boyfriend what he just did 
to yours. With just as much force if you don’t 
mind. But please don’t leave bruises.” 
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Being an obliging soul, I sank my prick inside 
him, fucking him smoothly and expertly. I was 
hard, but I was hard for Billy. Ethan was a 
stunning looking man, built like the proverbial 
brick shithouse but the whole time I was buried 
inside him I was remembering Bith buried inside 
Billy's guts. That feeling when the bottom falls out 
of your stomach, when your boyfriend is 
cuckolding you with someone you detest, an 
image that gets your cock so hard it threatens to 
explode. 

“ТаКе my cock, you mongrel cunt,” I swore at 
Ethan, banging sharply into his guts, impaling 
him on my dripping prick. Sure, I recognised 
there was scarcely a spunk' breath of difference 
between me and Bith. Maybe thats why we 
detested each other. 

“Feel it, ass-cunt. Ramming your arsehole, 
probing deep inside your slut-hole. Beg for it, 
baby. Beg daddy to fuck your slime-hole.” 

“Fuck yeah, daddy. Split me in two. Let me 
see your face as you fuck me. Please.” 

I pulled out so he could scramble on to his 
back. I hoisted his legs roughly on to my 
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shoulders and my cock found its way home. I 
knocked the breath out of him as his eyes glazed 
over from the deep and brutal penetration. He 
groaned, just like Billy, so I ploughed him like I 
wanted to torture-fuck my boyfriend for his 
infidelity. I grabbed his throat and choked him as 
I spat in his face. He opened his mouth to take 
my abuse and swallow any saliva that I hoiked 
there. 

I squeezed his balls until he gasped in pain, 
and then slapped his hard drooling cock with the 
back of my hand. It was liberating to treat him 
like a piece of shit just like Bith was treating Billy 
at the party. Pinching his nipples, smacking his 
pecs until I left a print on his skin, I wanted to 
defile his beauty. He was begging for it. 

“Make me your slut-cunt, daddy. Use me. 
Abuse my hole.” 

Suddenly I could hear the words as if they 
were coming from Billy. 

“Rape my fuckin’ arsehole if you dare, you 
motherfuckers,” he was yelling at the partygoers. 
“Who wants to be first? Think you re man enough 
for this arse?” I heard him slap his butt. I 
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imagined the meaty red hand print апа slapped 
Ethan. 

“ТаКе it fucker! Feel my daddy prick in your 
boy arse,” I joined in. 

I heard Billy gagging through the phone, 
someone riding his mouth, as I pumped into 
Ethan’s wet, tight shithole, feeling my cock 
squeeze into his chute. I grabbed the telescope 
and watched as some big fucker lined up at the 
gate to Billy’s guts and with no preliminary 
warning gave one almighty push and disappeared 
into his butt. 

Placing my hand around Ethan’s cock I 
began to milk it slowly but he stopped me, 
smiling, he said, “Don’t. I want to save it to pump 
inside Billy.” 

During my adventures with Billy Га met a few 
guys I took to. Ethan was one of them. If he 
hadn’t been in a relationship with that fucker 
Bith, he could become a friend. He ‘understood.’ 
And that was rare. 

I concentrated on dropping my load. The 
visuals of my boyfriend surrounded by a group of 
hot guys eager to gangbang his hole, already 
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oozing man-snot, the sound of dirty talk through 
the phone and Ethan begging for his daddy to 
fuck him senseless — it doesn't get much better 
than that. 

“Fuck him, you cunts,” I yelled, knowing they 
couldn’t hear me. “Make his arsehole bleed. 
Drown him in hot spunk! Fuck the bastard! Rape 
his arse while his daddy watches.” 

It was a beautiful fuckin’ sight. My cock 
wedged in that tight muscular arse belonging to 
a hot sub who wanted nothing better than have 
me defile him, while I watched the same sort of 
cock and cum degradation being visited on my 
lover. One by one they lined up to pound into him 
until he puked up a stomach load of their spunk, 
his arsehole leaking slime, some of the guys 
feeding it to him, watching him swallow the funky 
cream. 

With an enormous bellow of satisfaction I 
dumped in Ethan. I remained still after the last 
squirt of my load settled inside his bowels. It had 
been intense. He felt it as well and as I slowly 
lowered his legs, he let out an exhausted breath. 
“Wow. I couldn’t do that every day. Billy’s right. 
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Better the occasional fuck that's so intense you 
think you'll die of pleasure.” 

I slapped his butt. “Second only to Billy,” I 
said. 

“That’s high praise coming from you.” He was 
unsteady on his feet as he went to get his clothes. 
“Sorry to fuck and run but I want to sample the 
only arse, I have it on impeccable authority, that 
is better than mine.” 

I laughed. This guy was fun. 

I pulled him into my arms, planting a wet 
sloppy tongue in his mouth. He hummed his 
appreciation. 

“Now that Billy’s looking for a new man to 
open the door, you may like to apply. I might even 
drop in unexpectedly and catch you at it and be 
forced to teach you both a lesson,” I suggested. 

“I do like the sound of that, but let's see if I’m 
man enough for Billy.” 

“You’re a good guy, Ethan.” 

“Ditto,” he said as he headed for the lift. “You 
gonna stick around to watch my performance?” 

“As long as it’s soon. I’ve gotta get back. This 
lot are strictly by the book gangbangers.” 
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In the end I did stay around to watch him. He 
was as great a top as he was bottom and I could 
see he perked Billy's interest. Whether it was 
enough to offer him the vacant slot, so to speak, 
I didn't wait around to find out. I would stumble 
across it soon enough. 

Back at our apartment, before I showered and 
climbed into bed, I dug out Billys New Year's 
Resolutions from its secret hiding place, took my 
pen and crossed off number one on the list: Break 
up with B. 

He'd got the year off to a great beginning. 

Of course I read his resolutions. It's the only 
way to stay one jump ahead of Billy. 


THE END 
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Ince wants a relationship 
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into. 


What he gets is a lot more 
than he bargained for. 
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bashing, Ince falls head 
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bitten by Jiboia’s venomous son, Aarix, a wastrel 
whose loyalties lie with the dregs of society and 
who will do anything to retain his hereditary 
entitlement to the colony’s leadership. Even 
murder. 
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advertised Viking Stripper — a walking, talking wet 
dream of a man - and he takes to the job altogether 
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Angus, a shy young man with flaming red hair that 
reminds him of home. 
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